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Kent. I know you: Where's the King? 

Cjent. Contending with the fretfull Elements $ 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Orfwell thecurled Waters 'boue the Maine, 
That things might changc,or ceafe, 

Kent. But who is with him? 

Gent. None but the Foole,V/ho labours to out-icft 
His heart-ftrooke injuries. 

Kent. Sir, 1 do know you, 
And dare vpon the warrant of my note 
Commend a decrc thing to you. There is diuifion 
(Although as yet the face of it is couer'd 
With mutuall cunning^ 'twixt Albany, and Cornwall: 
Who haue, ar who haue not, that their great Starres 
Thron'd and let high ; Seruants,who fcemc no leffe, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin fecne, 
Either in fnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne 
Againfl: the old kindeKing ; or fomcching deeper, 
Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furnifhings. 

Gent. J will talke further with you. 

Kent. No,donot: 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out-wall ; open this Purfe,and take 
What it containes. If you Cball fee forde/a, 
(As feare not but you lhall) fhew her this Ring, 
And fhc will tell you who that Fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on this Storme, 
I will go feeke the King. 

Cent. Giue me your hand, 
Haue you no more to fay ? 

Kent. Few words, but to effect more then all yet ; 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way, He this : He that firft lights on him, 
Holla the other* Exeunt* 
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Storme ftill. Snter Lear, and Foole. 

hear. Blow windes,& crack your cheeks; Rage,bIow 
You Cataracts, and Hyrncano's fpout, 
Till you hauedrench'd our Steep!es,'drown the Cqckcs. 
You Sulph'rousand Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-clcauing Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And thou all-fhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, 
Cracke Natures moulds, all germaincs fpill at once 
Thcit makes ingratefull Man. 

Foole. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry boufe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o'doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, askethy Daughters bletfmg, hecrc's a night pieties 
neither Wifemen, nor Fooles. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : fpit Fire, fpowt Raine; 
Nor Raine, Winde/ThunderjFirc are my Daughters j 
I taxc not you, you Elements with vnkindnelfe. 
I ncucr gai:eyouKingdome,call 9 d you Children; 
You ow e me no fubfeription. Then let fall 
Your horrible nleafure. Hecre J fland your S!$ue # 
A poore, infirme, weake, and difpis'd old man : 
But yet I call you Seruile Minifters, 
That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Your high-engender'd Batuiles/gainft ahead 



So old, and vihitc as this, O,ho ! »tis fouhT 

Foole. He that hasahoufe to put's » 
Head-peece: P ^"^go*! 


tor there was neuer yet faire woman hi /l * al ^ 
mouthes in a glaffe. * m 

Enter Kent. 
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I will fay nothing, r"Wncc, 
Kent. W/ho's there? 

Foole. Marry here's Grace, andaCodai^ , 
Wifeman,andaFoole. 3 ^P'ece, ^ a 

Kent. AlasSirareyouherePThingsthatU . 
Loue not fuch nights as thefc : The wrathfull SW ^ 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke 
And make them kecpe their Caues : Since T 
Such ftiects of Fire, fuch burfts of horrid ThS ^ 
Such groancs of roaring Winde, and Raine T n 
Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature cann J"* 
Th'affliaion, nor the feare. ^otcarry 

Lcetr. Let the great Goddcs 
That kecpe this dreadfull pudder oVe our beads 
Fmde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wm \> 
That haft within thee vndivulged Crimes J 
Vnwhipt of luftice. Hide thee, thou Bloudv ham! . 
Thou Periur'd, and thouSimular of Vatue 
That art Jnceftuous. Caytiffe, topceces make 
That vnder couert, and conuenient fecming 
Ha'spratfis'd on mans life. Clofepcnt.vp euilts 
Rmeyour concealing Continents, and cry * 
Thefe dreadfull Summoners grace. I am a man 
More finn'd againft, then finning. 

Kent. Alacke, bare-headed? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by hecre is a Houell, 
Some friendship wiU.it lend you 'ga inft i he Telppcfl ; 
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe, 
(More harder then the ftones whereof 'tis rais'd 
Which euen but no w, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) returne, and force 
Their fcanted curtefie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turnc. 
Come on my boy # How doft my boy ? Art cold ? 
I am cold my ielfe. Where is this firaw^my Fellow? 
The Art of our Neceflitics is ftrange, 
And can make vilde things preciou?.Comc,yourHouel; 
Poore Foole, and Knaue,! haue one part in my heart 
That's lorry yet for thee. 
Foole. He that has and a little-tyne wit, 

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Muft make content with his Fortunes fie, 
Though the Raine itraincth ct cry day. 
Le. True Boy: Come bring vs to this Houell. Ixit> 
Foole. This is a braue night to coole a Curthtan : 
He fpeake a Prophefie ere I go : 
When Priefts are more in w c: r d, then matter ; 
When Brewers marre their M alt with water 3 
When Nobles arc their Taylors Tutors, 
No Heretiqucs burnM* but wenches Sutori ; 
When cuery Cafe in Law, is right ; 
No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight ; 
When Slanders do not Hue in Tongues ; 
Nor Cut-purfcs come not to throngs ; 
When Vfurers tell their Gold i'th'Field, 


And 
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Tr^iaudes,ar,d whores, do Churches build, 

* betl fhai the Rcalme of Albion sows to great confufion: 

f hen comes the time, who hues to fee'e, 

That go\og fhaibe v^d with feet. (time. 

This p'rophecie Merlin fhallmake, for J Hue before his 
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Ertsr qiofrer ^nd tJ.nomd. 

Glo. Alacke,alackeE^Hl'hkcn<;t this vnncturall 
dealing; when I defired their Icsne that I might pi: y him, 
t hcy tooke from me the vfe of inineowne houie, charg'd 
dieonpaineof perpetuall difpleafure, neither vj fpcake 
ofhim entreat for him a or any way fuftaine him. 
<Baft. Mod fauage and vnnausrcll, 
CU* Go too; fay you nothing. There is diuifion be- 
tvvcenctheDijkes,anda woriTe matter then that: I haue 
received a Letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be ipoken 3 
jhauelock'dche Letcerinmy CloiTet, thefc imuric* the 
King now bcares^viil be retienged home; ther is part ofr 
aPower already footed, wemuft incline to the King, I 
wiillooke him, and primly relieuc bitn* goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke^hat my charity be not of 
himpcrcciued; If he askefor me,, Ismili^ andgeneto 
bed, if I die for it, (as no leflfe is thrcatned aie) the King 
my old Mailer mull be rclieued. There is ftrange things 
toward Edmrndy^xzy you be carcfull . Exit. 

^Baf. This Curtefie forbid thce,fhall the Duke 
Inftantly know,and of that Letter coo; 
This feernes a faire defcruing,and moll draw me 
That which my Father loofes: no leffe then 
The yonger rifes ? when the old doth fall. %xiu 


Seem Quarta. 


Enter L^arJCent^md Foole. 

Kent a Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter, 
The tirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. Storme ftili 

Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent* Good my Lord cn:erhccre« 
Lear. Wilt breakerny heart * 
Kent. I had rather breake mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter . 

Lear. Thou think'ft 'tis much that this contentious 
Inwadcs vs to the skinfo f tis to thee, (ftorme 
But where the greater malady is fixe, 
The leflcr is fcarce felt. Thou'dft fhun a Eeare, 
But if they flighday toward the roaring Sea, 
Thou'dft meece the Beare i'th* mouth,when the mind'* 
The bodies delicate : . the tempeft in my mind, tree, 
Doth from my fences take all feeling elfe, 
Saue whatbeateschsrejFilliall ingratirude^ > 
Ts it not as this mouth fhouldteare this hand 1 * 
For lifting food too 9 t i Sut I will punilh home; 
No,I will weepe no more; m fuch a night, 


Tofhutme out?PoureonJ wi!i endure: 

In luch a night as this ? O Regan >Cj on eritl y 

Your old kind Fatber/whofe rranke heart gaue alf, 

O that way madrieflelies,!et me (IvJn that : 

Nomorcofthata 

Kent. Good my Lord enter here. 

Lear. Prythee go in thy (elf "e. feeke thine orthc eafc, 
This temped will not giue me leaue to ponder 
On things Would hurt me mcre^out lie goe ttL 
InBoy,gofifft. Youhoufeleflcpouertic, Exit. 
Nay get thee in; lie pray,aad 1 hen He fleepe. 
Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this piui^fTc ftorme, - 
How fnal! your Home-lcflc heads^nd vnfcd fi<?es, 
Youi* lop'd,and windovAl 'rat>gedneflc defend you 
From feafons fucTi as thefe ? 6 i haifc trine 
Too little care of this ; Tak? ehyncke, Vomfp 
Expofe thy felfe rofeele what wrerche? -feclc;- 
That thou maift (bzkc the fnpc! flux iS thero, 
And fi\ew the Keauens more h\i\. 

inter EJgxr.avd Feoh\ 

Fig. Fathom^ndhalfc.F^hom and hilfc: ; poorer^. 

mole. Come notinheere Nufn:le > here^' 6 vlp'-iv>helpe 
mc,helpe me^ 

Kent . Giue me thy hand,who's there f 

Focle. Afpirite, afpirite, he fayes his- name's poore 
Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there i'th' 
ftravv f'Come forth. 

Edg, Away,thefou!e Fiend folio wes me,through the 
fhirpc Haathorne blow the windts, Humh, goe to thy 
bed and warme the: • 

Lear, Did'ft thou giue all to rhy Daughters ? And art 
thou come to this** 

Edgar. Who giues any thing to poore Toml Whom 
the fo'wic fiend bath led though Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and WhMe* Poole, o're Bog^and Quag- 
mire,rhsnha:h laid Kniucs vnder his Pillow, znd Hahtrs 
in hisPue, fee Rats-bane by his Porredc ? e J made him 
Proud of hcarr,?o ride on a Bay trotting Horfe,oucr fourc 
mchtBridgeSjto courfe his owne fhadow for a Traitcr # 
B!i(Tc thy fiye Wits, Terns \ cold* O do.dejdo^dejdc de 3 
bhflc thee from Whirle-WindcSjStaiTe-blafting,and ta- 
king, do poore Tom fome chariiw, whom the toule Fiend 
vcxck. There could 1 haue him no"^v,and therc,and ihcie 
ag as ne,and there- Storme fit!!. 

Lear, Ha's his Daughters brought him 10 chi- pafle ? 
Could'ft thou faue nothing? Wcuiid'ft thou giue 5 cm all? 

VoqU. Nay ? he rcferu'd a Blanket, elfe we had bin all 
fham'd. 

Lea, Nov/ all the plagues that in the pendulous ay're 
Hang fated o'remens faulcs ? light on thy Daughters. 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir, 

Lear. Death Traitor, nothing could hsrue fubdu'd 
To fuch a Iowneffe,buw his unkind Daughters. (Nature- 
Is it thefaihi6n 3 that difcarded Fathers^ 
Should haue thus little mercy on their fliifh: 
Iuciicions puniflimeoc, 'twas this flefh begot 
Thofe Pelicane Daughters. 

Edg pilhcock fat on Piilicock hill,alowsalo^loo,1oo. 

Foole. This cold night will turne vs all to Fooles, and 
Madmen. 

Edgar. Take heed oYh'foule Fiend, obey thy Pa- 
rents, keepe thy words luftice, fweare net, commit not, . 
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